war, building the Bolivian Army, he had written letters to a
friend openly discussing his homosexual love affairs. Political
enemies acquired and published these letters in the Socialist
Vorwarti. Rohm brought an action, which he lost, the court
finding that the letters were genuine. This was years before
Hitler came to power. I shall never forget the accents, literally
trembling with shocked horror, in which little Gobbels, the
morning after Hitler had had Rohm bumped off, disclosed to
the nation the awful discovery that Rohm, Heines and the
others were addicted to homosexuality.

Now Rohm sat next to me, with Helldorf opposite him,
Helldorf who had organized the first anti-Jewish riots on the
Kurfurstendamm. Rohm spoke of the funeral of a Nazi Storm
Trooper. Nazis, Socialists and Communists were then killing
each other daily in street brawls, two Socialists or Communists
to one Nazi. The leniency of Republican justice was the real
cause of this readiness to draw a gun. Rohm said how moved
he had been by the funeral. The day before half a dozen
Socialists had been killed in Brunswick and I pointed that out
to him. Tity it wasn't twenty', he remarked briefly.

Then I met Hitler, the hero of a hundred platforms. With
his gigantic aide Bruckner he sprinted up the stairs of the Brown
House, flipping his arm seal-like in answer to the salutes. I was
ushered in. He sat behind a table, with a portrait of Frederick
the Great hovering in the offing. He wore the gloomy and glow-
ering mien of all dictators and candidates for dictatorship.
Hess, of the unbelievably deep set eyes and the extraordinary
jaw, wider even than his forehead, but one of the least
unsympathetic of the leading Nazis, sat by him.

He talked to me just as he talked to his audiences, beginning
quietly, then growing louder in tone and more emphatic in
gesture, then generating an awful righteous wrath and a bright
flush as he discoursed of Germany's wrongs. I knew the plat-
form technique by heart. All the other Nazi leaders, big and
little, that I had met on my travels had used the same manly
effort to control a strong man's feeliags until the floodtides of
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